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Lorraine Anthony and children of St. 
Joachims at May Crowning 1954. 

MAY CROWNING 
MY RECOLLECTIONS - 1 9 5 4 

by Lorraine Anthony 

I hung up the phone with great 
anxiety on that beautiful April day in 
1954. The voice on the other side of 
the line had just informed me that I 
had the most points accumulated as a 
member of the Sodality of Our Lady at 
St. Joachim's Church. Subsequently, I 
was chosen to crown the Blessed Mother 
in May and I was to go immediately to 
a local bridal shop and select a 
wedding gown for this special 
occasi on . 

Never in a million years did I 
think I was a candidate to crown the 
Blessed Mother. I wasn't even aware 
of the point system. As the treasurer 
of the Sodality that year I had 
attended all of the meetings and 
special functions, and unknowingly I 
was gaining points for this popular 
event in the Chambersburg community. 

Knowing that it was a great honor 
to crown the Blessed Mother only made 
me more frightened. Surely, being the 
klutz I was, I would trip over the 
wedding gown and remain speechless 
when it was time for me to speak. 
Being in such a state of shock, I 
didn't tell anyone right away. 

Eventually everyone, especially 
Erminia, was so proud that I tried to 
act calm and pleased. 

After several hectic weeks, the 
gown was selected and the ceremony 
rehearsed many times--in reality and 
in my imagination. I was to walk down 
the aisle with several selected boys 
and girls behind me holding the train 
of my gown. The organ would play 
appropriate music and the choir would 
sing inspiringly. After I recited my 



prayer, I would slowly walk to the 
statue of Mary and climb up the ladder 
placed behind. Then I would place the 
crown, decorated by the florist, on 
her head. At the same time, the choir 
would be singing the second verse of 
"Oh Mary We Crown Thee Today". This 
was the highlight of the ceremony and 
a great tribute during the month of 
May at St. Joachim's Church. 

The day finally arrived and all of 
my neighbors had cut their beautiful 
roses and brought them to the church 
to decorate the altar for the May 
Crowning . 

The church was filled to capacity 
for this was a most popular dedication 
during the 50 1 s . 

My knees were trembling as I walked 
down the aisle looking at the many 
familiar faces congregated and 
watching me. The organ was playing 
and then I heard in Italian a voice: 
"Carolyn la vessa vederle attualmente" 
(Carolyn should see her now.) Carolyn 
was my deceased Mother who had died 
when I was 2\ years old. 

It was at this moment that I felt 
with a lump in my throat so proud and 
honored. A calmness came over me. 

I knelt at the altar and recited 
the prayer confidently and clearly. 
The singing was moving. "Oh Mary we 
crown thee today, Queen of the Angels, 
Queen of the May . " 

The statue was surrounded by many 
priests and altar boys. I approached 
the statue, the children behind me. 
Ascending the ladder, I did not trip 
as I had feared — I stood tall as the 
altar boy handed me the decorated 
crown . 

The choir sang the second verse — 
"Oh Mary we crown thee today "...It was 
at that moment when I placed the crown 
gently on her head that I realized 
there was a problem. Her head was 
approximately 6" in diameter and the 
Continued on page 2 



PICNIC 1988 

The fourth annual La Vigna Family Picnic 
will unfold on Sunday, July 31. We have 
reserved the Greene Grove in Washington's 
Crossing State Park for our use, but are 
open to suggestions for other gathering 
places. If you have any alternative ideas 
we can cancel the Greene Grove easily 
enough, so do let us know. We need a pic- 
nic committee-- if you are interested in 
participating in the picnic committee, 
please contact Lewis or Corinne Bilancio 
(609/881-0911) or Fran Bilancio or 
Angelica Roberts (609/392-0982). 
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UNUSUAL CELEBRATION 
FEB. 16TH - LEWIE'S BIRTHDAY 

As Lew Bilancio cruised the 
Caribbean, little did he know that a 
secret celebration was taking place in 
his honor with many well wishers 
participating. 

Soon as the candlelight on his 
birthday cake was extinguished, 
triumphantly the group exploded with 
applause and with best v, :o to him 

so far away, We drank health 
with hearts full of love and tummies 
full of goodies. 

The absence of his presence did not 
faze us as the feeling of accomplish- 
ment surged within us. Our beloved 
trickster had been tricked! 



HAPPY BIRTHDAY 
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crown, never adjusted by the florist, 
was approximately 10" in diameter. 

I placed the crown as best I could 
and as my hands sti v *-ed to come down, 
so did the crown. A big thunder of 
"Ahs and ohs" sounded through the 
crowded church. I quickly caught the 
crown in midair. While my knees 
turned to putty and my fingers 
trembled, I again attempted to place 
this oversized crown on the petite 
head. As I tried to balance it I 
heard in the background the priest 
giving me instructions — "To the left, 
to the right, to the back." The 
crown, half on Our Lady's head and 
half in midair was vibrating while I 
took my hands off of it. I prayed 
with all my heart to our Blessed 
Mother, and to my mother in heaven. I 
slowly made my way down the ladder, 
gathered my gown, and went to my place 
in the front row for the remainder of 
the ceremony. 

The crown remained hail on her head 
and half midair, vibrating but never 
falling. I knew that another small 
miracle was happening: my mother and 
the Blessed Mother had heard my prayer 
and they had answered it. 




May 1 Willie Bilancio 

9 Francesca Garzio 

11 Jacalyn Anthony 

11 Pat Chianese 

24 Joey Gervasio 

26 Chris Chianese 

28 Craig Chianese 

30 Brent Schutts 

June 9 Jennie Immordino 

13 Terri Klepczynski 

14 Gary Wayne Schultz 

14 Susan Chianese 

15 Steven Gervasio 

18 Dominic Gervasio 

1 9 Roberta Immordino 
19 Archie Bilancio 
22 Robby Chianese 

22 Daniel Cohen 

24 Pita Chianese 

25 Paul Slaninka 

26 Ira Giuseppe Roberts Pilancic 
26 Claudia Schutts 

30 Gary Chianese 

HAPPY ANNIVERSARY 
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HOMING PIGEONS 

by Terence Bilancio 

He used to visit on Saturdays. He 
would arrive with a fresh chicken or 
some other choice thing for the family 
table. Then he and Dad and whoever 
else passed through (Uncle Lew? Leo? 
Bob?) would go outside to work on the 
task . 

At first 
long row of 



of a 



No 



it was the removal 
tall, wild cherry 
( chokecherry ) trees, infested with 
tent caterpillars. One by one the 
trees were felled and chopped up. 
power saws then! It was axes, and 
two-man saws ! 

Fires to burn the cuttings were a 
weekly occurence. No wonder he was 
called "The Fireman". 

As the longer logs gathered, he and 
Dad hatched the idea for the pigeon 
coop. They drew up plans. They 
gathered materials - the logs, 
salvaged lumber from Uncle Nick and 
Aunt Mary's (Armenti's) burned-down 
garage, and chicken wire. Week by week 
the project grew. 

The coop itself was erected about 
five feet above the ground - atop 
short posts for support. The caged-in 
flying area seemed about 15 feet high, 
enclosed entirely by chicken wire - 
both top and sides. Entry was through 
a gate in the fly-area part. The 
structure was behind and attached to 
the shed still standing in the back 
yard on Eggerts Road. 

Where were the pigeons to come 
from? In the newspaper they found an 
ad. Telephone calls showed that Sgt . 
Ball of the Lawrence Township Police 
Force raised homing pigeons as a hobby 
and wanted to sell some. 

I remember that exciting day when 
we went for the pigeons. All the 
different kinds Sgt. Ball had! 
We picked ours out and carried them 
home. (This was the first of many 
trips to "pick ours out and carry them 
home"). Into the new coop they went - 
to be held and fed there long enough 
to make it their own new home. 

Food, mash, water, clean materials 
for the bottom of the coop, tobaccc 
stems to combat the vermin — all the 
concern of the new pigeon-tenders. 

(Pigeon-tenders is a term 
reminiscent of a major purpose behind 
these tasks. Uncle AT - yes it was he 
- and Dad were looking foreward to 
those meals of tender squabs awaiting 
them as the cooing pigeons worked hard 
at propagating themselves.) 

Today, when I hear pigeons softly, 
lovingly, talking among themselves, or 
their strident young begging for a few 
more morsels, I remember Uncle Al at 
the coop on Saturday mornings checking 
and talking with those peaceful 
birds. He would toss in a few grains 
of corn to the expectant ones who 
would then flock to and around him. 

The pigeons, Uncle Al , Old Golds, 
the Hudson, the Ford, the chickens, 
Saturdays, the squabs, Uncle Al . 



NOTE 10 READERS 

You will see attached to this issue a 
brief form for entries to the La Vigna 
Business Directory. We thought that 
people interested in being listed in the 
Directory might find it convenient to 
fill this form out and then we will put the 
information together into a paragraph or 
two. Or, if you prefer, you may write an 
entry yourself, being sure to include the 
kind of information that is requested in 
the form. We look forward to hearing from 
you . 

Peopl e occas l ona 1 ly ask 
costs to publish La Vigna. 
expenses run approximately 
be higher if it weren't for 



us how much it 
Our annual 

$450 and would 
those of you 



of 
i f* 



who generously give us postage stamps, 
paper, and other gifts in kind. The money 
for our expenses is provided by your dona- 
tions, and to those of you who have donated 
express gratitude from all of us, because 
I know that ail of the readers of La Vigna 
find joy and satisfaction in discovering 
this family missive in their mailbox 
throughout the year. 

On a personal note, 1 just had one 
the most wonderful experiences of my lue 
1 recently returned awestruck from a tour 
of Egypt where 1 saw the Great Pyramid of 
Cheops at Giza, the tomb ot King Tut and 
the temple of Karnak at Luxor, and the 
gigantic monumen is of Abu Simbel south of 
Aswan. If any of you are ever considering 
a trip to Egypt, and 1 hope you do, or are 
interested in Egypt in general, please 
let me know. /> , 
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Zi Donio 

by Rose Bilancio 

Antonio Chianese was born in 
Casandrino 108 years ago — son of 
grandma Eugenia Migliaccio Chianese 
and grandpa Leopoldo Chianese. 

In his youth Antonio was a gallant 
looking specimen, enhanced by his 
elegant attire, the uniform of 
Bersagliere. Young ladies of the town 
chattered among themselves in 
admiration as he went by. (The 
Bersagliere were a special outstanding 
division of the Italian Army made up 
of selected soldiers with specific 
qualifications as to exact height, 
weight and similar anatomical 
structure. Beautiful blue plumed hats 
distinguished them from all others. 
The plumes, very expensive, were 
imported from far off lands. They 
marched to the band "del Bersagliere" 
at special military functions.) 

Besides his handsome and stately 
appearance Zi Antonio was a good and 
gentle soul, shy and reserved, 
sensitive and kind, quiet, patient, 
soft-spoken, skillful, inventive, 
hardworking and a convincing story 
teller. These were some of his 
outstanding characteristics conveyed 
to me by his sister Carolyn and peers 
and verified by Uncle Al (Bilancio) 
and Theresa Petito. 

Due to failure of crops during a 
couple of consecutive years, the 
Chianese family immigrated to America. 
It wasn't long after that Antonio 
requested Angelina D'Angelo, who was 
living in the convent at the time, to 
join him here. Months later they 
married and lived happily together for 
many years until death did them part. 

As a father, Antonio was loved and 
respected by his three daughters, Jean 
(Chiaccio), Carmella (Lucci) and 
Theresa (Guerra); and also by his many 
nieces and nephews, who lived in close 
proximity. At times acting as a 
baby-sitter, he kept us all spellbound 
with his stories. Firm and kind, 
though not indulgent, always fair he 
commanded obedience and order for 
lengthy periods, giving mothers a 
break . 

In the Italian tradition, the oldest 
son of the family inherited certain 
responsibilities. Antonio did not 
shun his duties. He was the 
peacemaker, the advisor and the 
reprimander of the clan. On Saturday 
mornings, with barber's kit in hand, 
Zi Donio came to his father's to 
perform his filial obligation, namely 
shave and cut his hair. It was during 
these visits when Carolyn enjoyed her 
favorite brother, whom she loved 
dearly. She was proud of him and 
rightfully so. 

During his life in America, there 
seemed to be a constant yearning for 
his past and his native land. Though 
he never returned to his childhood 
environment, he worked incessantly on 
many projects to recreate or to modify 




his surroundings to a bit of his past. 

In his home on 326 Elmer Street, in 
the laundry room was built an 
impressive "lavature", a large 
concrete tub where a number of people 
coud wash clothes at one time. It 
also served well in many other ways. 

At the lots off Olden Avenue, a plot 
of land was purchased to raise fruit 
and vegetables for the family. Antonio 
succeeeded in growing grapevines to 
great heights on the trellises 
reminiscent of the style of 
cultivation practiced in Cassandrino. 
It was a sight to see! 

Even more interesting was the crop 
of "u commina" (cannaba). To those of 
us who were acquainted with cannaba 
and its cloth, "a deil", through the 
numerous tales heard in our childhood, 
it was fascinating to observe those 
tall upright plants, 7-10 feet tall, 
waving rhythmically in the breeze. 
Here we saw the origin of that coarse 
cloth, "a deil", grown and spun by our 
ancestors. Zi Antonio had provided us 
with the missing link. 

Thanks to his great patience, from a 
single seed found in a cultivated 
store-bought persimmon, he raised a 
fullgrown tree, the only one of its 
kind still bearing fruit in the back 
yard of 320 Elmer Street. From this 
tree a number of wild persimmon trees 
have been grafted by himself, Uncle 
Charlie, Uncle Al, Uncle Joe 
(Bilancios) and by Leo Chianese. 

Yes, always a handyman! Whenever 
unexpected problems arose, he tackled 
them. In his home one day, a baby, 
other than his own, decided suddenly 
to be born. He delivered it! That 
baby girl is still living and well. 
He completed the task by tying the 
umbilical cord. 

From the love of bygone days 
Antonio's hobby was nourished, always 
trying unusual projects with old 
fashioned methods of his native town 
of Casandrino. It all helped to make 
him who he was — a wonderfully 
interesting person. 

Grand in his own quiet, quiet way. 
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FROM THE BOOKSHELF 
by Fran Bilancio and Angel o Chianese 

On this Spring day we met at 
the Panorama Musicale on Butler 
Street. Interestingly, we had last 
been together here drinking 
cappuccino with Louis G. Bilancio 
on the day of Sal Bilancio's 
funeral about five years ago. 

Our mission together on this 
day for the purpose of this article 
is to generate a translation from a 
book once on the shelf of Angelo's 
Grandmother Assunta. This is a 
book to which many of our 
grandrelatives contributed dollars 
and cents to assure its completion 
and publication. All their names 
appear in this book. 

Entitled STORIA DEL COMUNE DI 
CASANDRINO (HISTORY OF THE 
COMMUNITY OF CASANDRINO) by Dr. 
Cherubino Caiazzo, O.S.A., this 
book was published in Naples in 
1938 . 

We begin our translation on 

page 11 : 

" ORIGIN OF CASANDRINO . 
Fifteen miles from Naples on a 
fertile plain arose the town of 
Casandrino. This land, in the time 
of the Normans, was under the rule 
of the City of Aversa , and later 



became a town of the Province of 
Naples. Early documents mentioning 
locus Casandreni appeared around 
the year 1000 A.D. 

The Township of Casandrino 
marks the boundary between the 
territories of Pozzuoli/Napoli on 
one side and Liburia on the other. 

Casandrino is within Campania 
which formerly was called Liburia, 
and at the time of the Lombards was 
divided into Liburia Ducale, 
forming the Neapolitan Dukedom, and 
Lombard Liburia . 

ETYMOLOGY . (EXCERPTS). It 
has not always been easy to locate 
the history of the naming of our 
town. Some scholars have assumed 
that it derives from Casa-Trina , 
meaning 'territory with three 
houses'. Such an opinion should be 
discarded ... others would attribute 
it to Casa-Andropon , meaning 'house 
of men 1 . . . 

It could come from Androna 
which was a public place where men 
would gather for discussions, but 
given the scarcity of houses they 
didn't really need a public 
gathering place. 

It seems to me that the true 
etymology of the name Casandrino 
drives from Casa-Andrena which 
means 'safely enclosed public 
place'." 



LA VIGNA BUSINESS DIRECTORY 

As mentioned in our last issue of La Vigna. we are planning a directory in 
La Vigna to include information on tie businesses in our midst. Not limited 
to owners of businesses, tins will bi. a space for us to tell each other about 
what our work is, whether it be running or working in a shop, teaching, etc. 
You may send us a written entry for the directory (should be the width of one 
column and up to ap^rcx imately 2" high) or perhaps you would find it convenient 
to fill out the wing form and we will put the information together for you 

into a paragraph or two/ We hope to hear from you! 



Your name ( s ) : 



Are you the owner of the business 7 

Names of other family members (if any) who work in the business: 



Name of bus i ness : 
business address: 

siness telephone: Hours: 
Puure of business: 
Ot.ier information: 
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la Cucina 

PASTIERE 

Angelica Roberts and Rose Bilancio 
A traditional Italian dessert at Eastertime is pastiere. It is a 

theory the name pastiere comes from "yesterday's pasta." This special 
custard has many variations; the proportions and flavorings differ from 
family to family, and some make it as a pie, with a crust. 

This recipe I put together by working with Rose Bilancio, who doesn't 
use a recipe! She stresses that tastes are individual, so enjoy 
experimenting. (Four-year- old Ira Giuseppe was a willing cook-tester for 
our session!) Some cooks add butter or cream. Anise or orange extract 
are possible flavorings. I am told Erminia Martini used anise and baking 
chocolate to flavor her pastiere. 

It is also traditional to cook extra of the fine noodles, to serve at 
dinner the day the pastiere is made in preparation for Easter. 



tsp vani 1 1 a 
qt milk plus 
can evaporated milk 
c citron (buy whole 
(opti ona 1 ) 



and chop fine) 



h 3-b fine egg noodles 3 

1 dozen eggs 1 

lk c sugar (or to taste) 1 

1*5 tsp cinnamon 1 
3/4 tsp nutmeg 

Cook noodles in lightly salted water til well done. 

Beat eggs (by hand, don't overheat or mixture will be foamy.) Mix 
cinnamon and nutmeg (hand-grated is nice) into sugar. Stir sugar into 
eggs. Add vanilla. Drain noodles well and add to milk to cool them. 
Stir noodles and milk a little at a time into egg mixture. Add citron. 

Let sit 20 minutes or more to allow flavor to soak into noodles. Mix 
well and pour into buttered pans, glass if possible. Bake in preheated 
oven at 325 1 hour or until set and golden brown. 

Rose's mother Carolyn would sprinkle a little granulated sugar on top 
of the pastiere immediately after it came out of the oven. 
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